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Again,
Shadows of birth and death:
footprints of the world,
onerous lust for life,
debauchery in the mortuary.
A doctor's love-affair
with a patient's wife
is the first lesson in love
for nurses.
The rotten stink of abhorrence
gives pleasure to insects
living in rotten things.
The fragrance of flowers
covers
the smell of sweating bodies.
The ornament of bodies
hides
the ugliness of rotten souls.
Gleaming smiles are masks
in the dark depths
of hidden crimes in the mind,
salutations in forgiveness,
lamentations in the sounds
of triumphant trumpets.
New leaves of life,
sprouting
from the trunks
drenched in blood.
Victory-bells ringing
over the corpses
of a hundred defeats.
Shivering ecstasy of a moment,
a life-time confinement.
Momentary loves and hip-swinging girls,
dazzling charms in the light of lamps